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CHAPTER VII,
(Cantinued, )
ABKED you what you

would do if | refused to
nccept your proffered
friendship?™ she asked
in & low volca, “You—
eannot — force me Into —anything
agalnst my will”

“Nor have I any desire to force
you to do anything agalnst your will
I have no intention of asserting my
rights as your husband in a way obe
noxious to you. Nelther have 1 the
intentlon of docllely accepting your
decres of virtual separation between
ua 1 ask that you forget the past
and meet me with an open mind-—al-
lowing the man 1 now am to win you
or loss you. As long as 1 am your
husband in name, isn't it better that
we should try to be husband and wife
in spirit also? We must eventually
become husband and wife In truth er
not at all. 1 shall elther have a wife
er not have her, But I demand the
chance to earn your respect and love
and to lvt your charms quicken my
affections. Outside of our own feel-
ings |s our duty to Vance—wse could
scarcely divide him.*

“You would mnot—Oh, God In
Heaven—you would not take Vance
from me!" she shrieked.

"Not willingly." ¥ vi e waa
grimly pleasant. Agalt he held out
his ba. L. “Come, Gall, you cannot
deny my right to n '%te amends for
tae po.t. I am simply asking for
Justice. Give It to me—don't force
me Into driving you to be fair”

Bhe clutched the arris of the chalr,
A deadly pallor overspreal her face,
The law would give the son todt‘h:

. 6 v.s to Doid this cu
:‘hu:;a o?er her Y.:ad; first, to force
ber to be friends; then—

Bhe sprang up, screamed wildly.

“But you can't! Vance s minel
You are not—not—not'—— But the
right worda would not come—— "nut
—worthy — of — hlm" —— It wus
soarcely more than a whisper,

“The other George ma; not have
been—! am,” was his reply. Humor
lluminated his face agaln. "He
agrees with me. He told me just new
that he loves mo better than any ons
azcept hia mamwma."”

“Oh!" It was a heart-breaking
cory. She buried her face against the
chalr-back, mouning pititully.

“Gall!" He bent over her. "My own
dear girl! I didn't mear to hurt

you mo." o
“It Is trues, he does love you,” she
"You~have me at

moaned brokenly.
—your—mercy''—

?:Yuu w.m':|r find me a hard bar-
galner, my wife, 1 ask only that we
be friends in truly platonie fashion till
I win or lose you. Perhapa with such
a past 1 should be more humble and
aak nothing. DBut I simply can’t goet
the proper connection with that past

to muke it seem my responsibiiity l{u
atone for it. But, zounds! 1 don't
want you without your love' He

twinkled aguin. “"Reaully, you're not
my wife. 1 didn't choose you. Nor
did you choosa this me. Let's begin
all over again, dear.”

As she stlll stared ut him the door
opened and Vance entered,

“Excuse me,” he apologized, “1
thought you'd surely be through talk-
ing by this time.” He sidled up to
bis “‘fathor.”

*“Id you truly mean you'd go rid-
Ing with me, papa? OW!"™ eclapping
his hands at the affirmative shake of

the head. *“Oh! bully! What was
ft you called me?—partner? and it
means -

“That you and T are to ha pals—and
that means that we're to stand hy
each other throush thick and thin:
that If we get down to our last dol-
Iar-—=or dime, perhaps—we'll share It
And with a smnlle, partner, salwaye
with o smile "

“Tio your hear, mamma? Papaand 1
are to he pala!  Oh!  Oh!'"™ jumping
up and down In hisx joy.

“Yeu, partner” repented the man.
“And vour mamma and 1 are to ba
friendn. good, true friends, who trust
fn each other's fairness and will play
square by each other always lan't
harself te smile,

CHAPTER VIII.
l | keeper, a portly matron with
fron-gray halr and doubls
gook, Miss Lauder. ths gOVErnass;
QGregory, Bryan, snd ths otuer re-

“¥You say you gnt my letter and
Bave learnnd the namon of the aer-
thought It would maka It less ronfus-
fng for vou and for them.'
otherwisn the thought of thoss
- RIS

that right, Gaill®™"
EBhe rose and held out her hand.
*You, friends,” sald she, and forced
HE atmosphers of the River-
aide Dirlyve house was chavged
with excltement. The house-
ehin: tha butler, portly and bald; the
upstairs girls and the parlor-maid,
near-pratty young things: the fat
talners of tha housshold, all anxiously
awalted the returp of the mastar of
tha house.
vants,' sald Ciall, as she and Vance
came {0 the sanitnrinm In a motor
to bring him to his naw home.
"Yes,"” he loughed, “It's A good
thing I've grown arceustomed (o Ao
many attendants at the hospltal;
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twenly servants would be more dis-
quisting than you can imagine. 1
have a feeling that I've bosssd a
crowd of men around, but I can't
seam to accept the fact of white-
capped and obsequious females as
belng natural to me and my houss.
Did we always bLave so many

malds?"
“Why, papal" Vance's volce was
shrill  with remonstrance. "You

know wa have. Why, Perkios sald
You could keop a hundred servants
on the jump. And it was the malds
you liked to wait on you always.
They didn't because— Well, I don't

know Just why; I guess because they
wWeren't engaged for that—they're
very particular to do just what
_t_l‘:;‘n‘l:- sngaged to do"— sagely.

"Fapa bas forgotten, dear,
you lueg forgetting
memory.” She looked
cutt for the firat time
think it would ba well
too freely about the change You feel
within yourself, It is not esasy for
others to accept the situation as it is,
it IlTn -u"‘nan that'——

""To make them aee It straight |
must be presented obliquely,” h:hmn-.
cluded, Bmiling, “I accopt your ad-
vies, !}ut we mustn't exclude the
boy; he'll aoon learn that his papa
Ia reilly two men. One spirit has oc-
cupind his body for u while and gone
Away, and the new spirit dossn’t re-
m'emhor what the other mpirit did,
It's still papa, but a different phase
of him, n presentation Vance haso't
ma?‘hblﬂ.fn;n." »

“Oh! that's why you're mo muce
nicer” eried the boy. "'l‘hi-—-plr!l:
understands a boy ielter or-—some-
thing. You were always pretty nice,
but now you'rs bully. But—I-—wiah
=this spirit didn't use such big
words,"

The man laughs:, though agaln
unsatisfied questioning appeared |In
his syes,

“I thought T was a very unpretan-
tious speaker, Vance. I'll remembar
and simplify my voeabulary.”

‘“Thers you go again!” The child
was serlously disapproving, “You
uss higger words than mamma, The
nt.har-—w!rit didn't. And I ke It.
It's tiresome to stop all the time and
hava words sxplained, and ‘lesn thay
are explained I don’t know exac'ly
what's meant, and I llke to know
exac'ly.”

“But that's the way you learn,” ex-

ostulated his mother, Bhes armain
ooked fully at Orcutt. I have never
talked down to him; I don’t ballave
in it." Her look sald “and you must
not.” He did not answsr, but a
humorous twist of the lips made her
think he would do as be pleased in
the matfer,

The car stopped.

“Home!" eried Vance.

The man looked quickly at the Im-
posing atone structure. “Home?" he
sald blankly, “"Home?"

aﬂume‘.'"

reutt repsated the word agaln &
few hours later as he stood ‘d.aud—
ly In George Orcutt's room, In the
midst of his meditations Jackson, the
butler, appeared, Ho carried a salver
hu}_djnx & decanter and n glass.

I've brought yuh some apricot
brandy, sah, You never was overfond
of wine, an’ 1 notleed yuh didn't drink
any at dinner, sah. Brandy was
always yuh favorite—yuh ordered this
Jist before yuh was )11L*

“Walt!” Orcutt stayed him as he
lifted the decanter. “You've been with
us o long whils—how long, Jackson !

"About twenty years. 1 came to
your fathah when 1 was elghteen and
you twelve. And I came to you and
.\t:; Urcutt when you was married,
Bk

"o you find me Ereatly changed,
Jackson? The truth now. 1 am BO
chaneed In my feelings and my views
on things 1 want to know how 1 seem
to you who have known me for years."

“Well, yuh look a littls differsnt,
il sald the man cautiously., He
was a mulatto, with little look of the
neero in his features, and with a
shrewdness and natur.l Intelligence
recognized by his employers and the
vilier help, all white, That and his
long years of service In the Oreutt
family made him the virtual head of
the serving furce.

“How?"

The man hesltated.

“Yuh aln't besn drinkin’ hard foh
n long thime—p'raps it's just that you
lonk sober, suh.'*

“So you'ra bringing me some brandy

to sea If you can make me look
natural, eh? 'l cut out all Nguor
for a while, Juckson, Come, tell ms

how [ am difforont,™

“Thut's your forehead an’ your halr
an’ beuard an' body, gah; but the noss
suems pmaller, the swellly' gons down
more'n lkely. HHut the expression of
the exes an’ the lnugh an' the speech,
sah, are consldernble different—con-
slderable, sah.  The times you used
to e away from home'—

“Away from home?”

“You disappearcd wevernl times a
year, sah, for the pust ten yenras.'"

"And overybody thought 1 was on &
debauch aund let mo alone,” sald Or-
cutt. “Sop now nobody Knows whers |

wan''
Jackson howed acqulescence.
Orcutt held u bouk In hin hand.
“Jackson, ‘George W, Oreutt® s

written on this Nyleaf
writing.*

Jacksor eyead the sprawling hisro-
Kiyphiles,

Orcutt jonked at tha titla after
Jackson lefr “La Nete Humnine,"
he read. wnd Aung the book savagely
to the Noor

“"Whother | feel the part or not, 1
am George Orcutt. There's no ques-
tlon a8 to that. At some stage of my
life I've boen a beast, and the sooner
I necopt the disgisting truth the bet-
ter. nly"-——

Ha censed hin unproftable musings
that led nowhers and went to bed,

L] L] - - L] L] L]

Thia Isn't my

Vance clapped his hands and
laughed gleafully, a performance he
had done mony times the past hour.
His “papa” had jJust tled n last glit-
lering ornament on the tapmast spray
of the Christmaa tree, which now
stond fully bedecked with tinsel and
hurnishings and many-colored eleo-
tric bhulbs,

“"Now for the presents,” rcried the
boy, his cehildlsh trehle shrill with sx.
citement, “I'va got all the little anes
piled together for the top branches,
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and I'm golng to climb up and tle
em on."”

‘“Let papa tie those, Vance; you tis
the ones on the lower branches,”

“But I lilke the climbing up and
leaning over to reach the places—Iit's
not just the tylng 'em on"—cried
the boy.

“Would you llke to fall and hurt
yourselr?

“No, but he llkes to fesl he might
fall and hurt himself, break an arm
or leg—and then not fall,” sald Orcutt
with a laugh.

The man and the boy looked at
each other and both twinkled with a
mirthful understanding between them,
The ehild’'s head was thrown allghtly
back, his alight figure In Its white
serge suit held with the dignity of a
general, hin already fushed face
kindling with a new delight. He
turned to his mother.

“Papa knows because he was a boy
once himself. He always knows,” he
continued. “Women kuow how girls
feel 'bout things, 1 guess, but they
Just never know exac'ly how n boy
feels.” His tone was aggrieved, “And
they always say to a boy, ‘You don't
witnt 1o do that'—just as though they
knew what he wanta to do!"

Therse were packages of varlous
#sizes and shapes, two bilg hampers
full, all now of ona Identity in thair
white tissue and bolly ribbons. There
were presents for sach other, presents
for every one that served them in
the housa and outside of It, and for
many of the relatives of thess,
presents fur the Lormes and other
friends who were to come next morn-
Ing to help them celsbrata the first
fumily Christmas tree of the George
DOroutt household,

Gull had grown to think of the
mun as a relative, am one who be-
longed by right to the family. He
wus Vance's father, not in the flesh,
but in spirit. The curlous sensation
that she had felt when Vance first
called him “papa" had passod. He
was her boy's godfather, had come
to be her attltude of mind. And
“papa,” msald by the child, held a
wholly different content for her than
ita correlate “mamma.”

Put Vance bod sald the two preg-
pant words s0 many times this
Christmas  evening, had Included
them together so closely In his holi-
day spirit of bapplness, that even she,
knowing the truth, belleved almost
that the thres wers one family,

It was us though he bad always
heen there—And would always be
there. He surrounded her and Vance
with such an atmosphera of being
cared for, was ao chivalroualy protec-
tive! George Orcutt's neglect had
mude her peenliarly apprecintiva of
this other man's courteous attentions.
And they were glven so unconsclous-
ly, s though not (o serve her would
e the unnaturnl thing  The mank of
under which sha had hid
her misery as Cleorge Orcutt's wife
had wholly melted away under the
new Oreutt's deference and homage.

These things worn In her mind as
pho helpad to dress tha Christmas
tree—a trent that Vance hod Insisted
that only himself and his papa and
miumma should have

“The pressnts are sll on,'” tha child
erled. "Now, papa, a romp! Let's
men (F T cun elimb up to your shouldar
hand over hand

Gall fingernd tha holly In her hair

voldness

and smiled tenderly.  How beautifully
he helped Vanes without the ehild's
knowing It

“There'™ The man swung the littla
figure in the alr, then set him on
hin feet, and nressed the eall bell
for his governess to coma nnd ‘ake
him to bed

Gl wolted to arrangs Vanens's
presents, the man deawing them forth
from thelr hiding places. Bhe stood
A moment and looked the trea over,
than held out her hand to Oreutt

“Giood night, | have wstill a faw
things In my room to get ready.*

Bhe assumed the air of mystery that
had been Vanesa's for the past woeak
and whispered, “For—-you"

“What T wand s right hera,” sald
he, 4 took here In his nrms and
kisand her.

CHAPTER 1X.

T wna 20 unexpented that for
a momeat she lay unresist.
ing ngalnat hism breast, re-
celving passively the kisaes
that ahowrred her 1ins,
Even whan fres of hia
could anly stnre at h'm In

clusp sha
b Rt of

In a delibernte volce. "I can never
be more than friend. But you will
fiot belleve—you will not cars at last
what I want—it will bs yourself—1
know now thuat you are like all wen
1 have been blltd—you—sesmed-—dif-
ferent'———

Ho pushed a chalr toward her,

"Bit down” he commanded gently.
“Now, Gull, try and tell me what your
terror means—for it |s terror, and to
ms out of all propurtion to any ex-
planation you have given me. For
thres months wo have been dally com-
panlons, good comrades, joyous as six-
year-olds. Nor was It friendahip that
caused our happiness It was love,
Gall, love!"

“No!" The words were carsfully
cbo':n. “It was pot love—l loathe

It was the man's face now that was

. He his hands fesbly over

E eyes, blinded by his sudden misery.

A moment, then a grimly sardonio
smile curled his lips.

“Lat me co tulats you on your
perfect acting,” he said ourtly, but
with & note

jagsed pain. T really
balieve that you sajoyed my society—
I thought that wantsd to be In
my aArms as m as I wanted to have
you thers. Forgive me.” He bowed
gravely. “And goodby. I shall lsave
the house after the Christmas fes-
tivities in the morning."”

“Nol You must not go. I must
pay, not youl”

“Pay? For what? For making me
think you loved me?' A play of
humor mingled with the glaze of paln
in his eyes. “And why ahould you
pay for my stupldity, an asininity

that could mistake—loathing for
loveT"

Bhe eprang tlr.

“No! No! I lled. I do not loathe
you, I—lke—you."

Bhe wstood llke & child, wistful,
wanting forgiveness rt tremblingly
afrald, He regard ar soberly.

“I'm afrald you did not lle, my
wite, Your terror bespeaks loathing
more than—Ilking, I fear. Anyhow,
I make you unhappy. And it's besen
no easy matter for me to stay guletly
hare. This life of Inactivity doean't
sult me. Zoundasl I feel llke n cagnd
llop @ & @ You ses, 1've bean
#0 mad over you that I was willing
to be cagod to be near you, to ses
you—to win you. But you say 1 can
never win you, that I must always
stay at arm’s length. Bo, it is better
goodby now, lsa't e

“And you would go—where?” she
whispered,

“I think I shall go first to Colorado
and see father's relatives, I should
llke to find out more about my fam-
ily than you seem able to tell me,

dage, and regret rather than wrath
was In her low volee,

“¥ou have broken our sgreement—
oh, why did you!"

“Why? You are my wife, and I
love you"

“But I do not look on you as a
husband and I do not love you™

“Gall! Don't say that! Why, for
these three months we have been"——

“Thres months!" she crled, foraing
scorn Into her volce. *“You expect
three months' decency to drown out
of my memory seven years of Lumill-
atlon, of the most brutal nexlect!"

The man walked the floor for a few

moments, stopped abruptly beslde Jackson says that Aunt Marla was
her. with us d:érm.cl mu;t ofma;w hboy-

“I know nothing of thoss seven hood— urely, sbe co throw
years. Am I to ba punished forever *0M® light on the very mysterious

change In myself.”
She gripped the chalr's back.
“Vance,” she mumbled. "It would
~break his heart for you to leave—
now, The doctor thinks that he will
bave to be operated on for his

for the wrongs that I did not coms-
mit?*

sShe was speechless, her eyes fell
before his, & deadly nausea selzed
her—it seemed to her that she could

not agaln luy George Orcutt's sins E::‘:ﬁ"— He would want you
upon him. STy

"Stop shivering, Gall th-nn not maimfal::d his arms and stood iIn
touch you" He spoke roughly, then mecitation. a
his voice softened. “Forgive me! No,” he uttered at length. I

can't wstay, Actlons speak louder
than words, and your terror of me
Is not compatible with—llking. If
my touch Is s0 repugnant to you that
you would give up Vanee for half
the time rather than endure It, I
should be a mouster to stay on hare
and keep you In dally dread of
another outbreak.”

""Hut if we could be just friends"’—

“I eouldn't, Gall, not for long. It
W6 were A young man and a young
woman with no tle between us, 1
could, even to the fourteen years that
Jacob served for Hachsl. Hut you
aro my wife, you are the mother of
my child. Knowing this and loving
you as 1 do''—

“But when you know I—don't want
—you''—

She awayed unsteadily. He must
not go to Colorado, Aunt Moria was
not of a disposition to tolerate a mys-
tery. In soms way sha would discov-
er the truth. She knew every fea-
ture, savery distinctive mark, every
blemish and beauty of body of the
real Georgs Orcutt. Bhe would not
be aatisfled with hypotheses nor en-
raptured with her own nor any ona's
elsa sxplanation unless It really ox-
plalned, No, he must not go. Yet—
could she dgeelve him agaln, play
with his affections?

forgot that you yet have your mem-
ories that you cannot so sasily dis-
socite me from my past. Zounds!
It's all & muddie. To save me | can't
but feel that | don't deserve your
Reorn.  Ohy, 1| do—1 realize it when I
study my past record—only, 1 can't
quite belleve It's my past

thut's the damnable part of it all.™

He took another turn about the
room, again stopped bealde her,

“It's not my present self, but the
pust thut stands betwoen us, the
other George—yens, dear?

“It's the other George,”" ahe mum-
bled. “He stands between us—and
niwaya will. And alwnys will"

“No! As soon as yvou don’t want
him to he won't, Your pride won't
let you offset soven years of neglect
with u paltry three months of devos
tion, You aren't sure, that's it, You're
afruld this George will go Into retires
ment and the other George reappeur,
You're ashamed of having loved me
once—you don't want to be ashamed
again, Isn't that It, my wife?"

Bhe lnughed shakily. It was always
some ane eolse who found the best ex-
planation for her eonduct,

“l only know that I'm afraid,"” ahe
answered truly., "1 was beginning to
trust you, and now"'e——

“I'va broken out of my traces and
youre afrald L won't go back Into yeu for pirendy she heard her volce
harness again. Iut 1 will—=for a making swest appealing sounds!
while, I can't promise how long. “I don't want you to go—I, too,
You've my wife-I'm mad with love p oo b happy thess thres montha
for you—it's "'f‘::"'!"’."l lhlntnlohrr;n ~4t s only that | can t yet forget and
time Dut we'll bo friends An bee oo " e iy For—my sake—won't you

1';:::;1:!‘:':;1-' Come, shuke hands ns you stay and bo friends & while long-
ho P or’ —

'h'l‘:'l:]yrll("a she turned to him was “Gall! Galll" s volcs was rap-
“Tt's the end, I can’t be friends turous. “We will be only frienda,

with that Hangine over me. [ must dear, til you do bellova in me. And

go nway. [ leave it to your falrneas YOu must I_mll-wn In ma~— There 1;

—ahout—vance., He's niy baby—you no other George Orecutt, bsloved,

am your hushand, the image you hold

—you will let me hove him half the o g e

time—— Oh' you will, surely you WAN an lnlrrlnpor.

willt ‘Goeorpe, 1'"—  Ha stopped, *Ciall,
His eyes were bewlidered, ‘Then you have never called me ‘(Gieoris.
he smlled pltying!y Why 2
“Why, Gall, dear! T shull not forca  “Hacause I ealled him that,” she
vou to my snrms. my wife I'm not & crisd Impulsively
brute, whiatever the olher Goorga may  Ho laughed with boyish happinsaas
have been.  Come, foreet what has “1I must have a name, dear, A pama
happencd We wiro good friends, and fromi you  will make a  pricelsss
shall he only friends 1l you want Christmas present.”” He bhent over
ur to be hushand and wife again.” her,  “What shall you call me, my
“No, 1 must go awar" she uttered wife?"’

Are You Going Away for the Summer?

When you go out of town for the summer you may find It Is
difficult and costly to provide yourself with the right sort of reading
matter,

Why send to the city for novels at $1.25 or $1.50 each or buy
them at a fancy price in some country store?

You can supply yourself with the best, most delightful summer
reading for six cents a week.

By subscribing to The Evening World for the summer months
you wﬁl secure a complete novel each week. Not some old book a
country dealer has not been able to sell, buut the finest up-to-date fictlon
by the foremost living authors.

Bear this in mind, not only for yourself but for any of your friends
who expect to spend the summer in the country,

| ol Mol Exch Wee i T v Wor

“Frisnd,” sha answarad soberly.

“Friend? 1 don't need a constant
reminder of our pact, Ciall'*

Ehe looked stewdily inte his grieved
eyes

“Ploans let me call you ‘friend,”
she sand wistfully,  “More than hus-
band or lover or anything elss in the
world, 1 need n frieml.”

Thers wan no ncting now, Hhe was
pathetically in earnest. She held out
ber hand

Good night, friend.”

"Good night, my wife,” he answearsd
liﬂ"l)'.'f. e

CHAPTER X.

T was two weeks latar. Dr.
Undesrwood was visiting Or-
cutt In his reom, & common
oecurrencs.

The allenist was saylng:

“There 1s no absurdity, Oroutt, ia
your fesling of ownpemship of your
wife and child and of nothing elss.
It » shmply, that of all the posses-
wlons of the other ‘you,’ your wife
and ehild are all that the ‘yvou' of
to-day would voluntarily choosa’

“For heaven's sake, say the other
Geerge; the other ‘you' seema too
personal. I have a certaln respect
for my body; It's obnoxious o think
it's & common pomsesalon of myself
and a blackguard.”

“It is not just the body one might
expect to recelve from a debauche,”
returnsd the physiclan with seeming
carelemsness. “‘Muscular, synunetri-
cal, healthful, it'a the sort ons might
inherit from an outdoors man of s~
plo tastes and halita”

The other man shook the ashes
viclously from his clgar.

“It's all & rotten muddie! Outdpors
man? Underwood, that's what [ am.
Houae life ls gotting on my nerves,
I'll cloas the door on George Orcutt's
past gome Jday as | have on that room
and cut for the open”

“And Mra. Oroutt?—shall you leave
or take her?™

“You old quizzer! Why does It al-
ways seetnl Lo Interest you so t
how [ get along with my wmw-t[
for once | shall anawer you. My wife
s hysterically afrald of mea 1 kissed
her Christmas eve and ahe was In &
blus funk of terror, threatened to
leave the house forever if | as much
an lald & floger on ber agaln, senti-
mentally, that is"

The doctor's huge body jerksd itself
up from the sofa whers It waa re-

clining. e
ave was

“You mean
firat time you kissed her?”

“And the last, probably. Despite
my inslatent bellef In my respectia-
bility the fact remains that my body
has housed a homiclide and all-round
rake, Unfortunately, my wifse hasn't
lost her memory."

“Then make her loss It." command-
od the physiclan. "If she's your wife
then lot her be your wife.”

“KEuster suld than done with & wife
that shudders at the approach of my
Caroases as o gazalle ght at & go-
rilla’sat ® @ Gorllla? — Gorila™
he repeated slowly. “Go-ril-la?

He trembled violently, spraug te
his feet, stood clutching the alr,

“Underwood, help me to remem-
ber,” he entreated pitsously, t
dnzed eyes on his friend., “AhI™
falllog te his chalr, “It's gone—the
door closed before—I—could—Ilook—
in.*

“What door?™ The allenlst's quist
volee hid a palpitating excitemen

“Memory's door, It ssemed for an
instant that somethingp—greal—was
golng to happen.”

“Somelhing Kreat has happened)
memory has stirred,” mutte the
allenist under his breath.

“U'nderwood,” came In sharp tones
“why should that particular w
have been a touchstonal—or seemed
for the moment to be?"

“Henven knows!™ returned the
allenist, “I'n only n doctor. You
might make a satudy of gorilas;
they're Interesting in themselves, By
the way, have you found me a g_etll‘.
of vourself before your lliness

With brows still drawn with la-
bored thought Orcutt opened &
dArawer of the deak by which he sat
and handed out a pastebonrd box.

“A hoxful, [ ran across them Iim
the storeronin Wednesday while look-
ing for & mechanical toy Vance want-
eod and thouxht was therse. The other
Georgn liken to poss hefore the cam-
ern, 1 don't. TLe usual consistent
difference, you sos’

“Dioon Mre. Orcutt know that you
hava thesa photographs?

NG he returned drily,

“She sald thers was no pleture of
har hushand in the house.'

You' absantly.

“I'nen wha couldn't have known
thoewn wars In the storeroom?”

“No, of courss. Bhe haa ordered
them dentroyed; and Jackson—I am
wure 1t was Janckson—~hans saved them.
Ha hinm been In the famlly a long
whils and han tha old retniner's de-
votlon to even n binck sheep, Then
he wooms to have o mania for ticket-
ing things. ‘That storeroom is qults
n wonder In its way; no confusion,
no carelesn droppilng of things any-
where and svervwhers Everything
Is  whelvedd and  Inbeiled like un
apothooary's shop.**

Uniderwond  reachind for & small
lenther bag ha had with him

YL owhind) taket thess with me,' sald
he, depositing them. I want you o
woorighit nway and sttt for vour ple-
ture, Hiave an sxact prafils, laft face
view, cabinet wlzge Come to me whan
vk wet thn pronfe, don't walt for the
finlabing process '

Circutt turned upon him  qulekly,
“Whnat I8 1t he demandsd, “Have
you found n key te our cryptogram '

“How could that be™' churkled the
other

“For a month vou'va besn after a

pleturs; vou've had me search thoss
roamm over thers il my haad ached
with locking 7 anked Mew Laorme,
ull our felepds, er svervhody*
“And vou found none' returned
the allenise, rhunkiing “You
wers informed o each ense that Mrea.
Oreutt il hses hafars vou and had
ihtiained tha [lkeness, whoan thers
Wil any And el timie an the plea
that ahe desired to hava It for her
won Bhe 'aformied you that It wans

to destroy them. Why, pleass, should
mhe desien George Orcatt's plotures
on either piea” An long as the
orfginal llves it sesma folly to entall
8o miweh troubls and humiliation to
destroy mers presentations, [ think
Mra, Oroutt’'s explanation shows lack
of her usual perspicacity. It dosan't
explaln—even to you, full, as the wool
Is ovar your eyna'®

“You don't llke M. Orcutt,
Underwood 7

"Say, rmather, 1 Uke you and am
indifferent to Mre, Oreutt,” waas the
Jocular reply. “You'd be as wrathy
if 1 liked her too well as too little,
No pleasing a husband in love, I've
found.” He Inughed broadly, gripped
his friend's hand and departed on
ths worda: “Say nothing to her about
thasa photogmphs or the ane you sit
for. No—don't ask me why."

CHAPTER X1.

NFECTED with something
of the dootor's excitement

Oroutt started st once for

& photographers.

On his refurn from the
photographer’s two hours latar, Gall's
volce called from the drawing-room;

‘“Hellol I'm In hera”

Firelight from blasing loge llumd.
nated the circls whersin she sat;
around har ware dusky ocorners and
desp abadows sast by the furmiture.
Bhe ocoupled a tall, eslaborataly
earved chalr, aitting ln it very up-
right. HAhe was already dressed for
dinner and the opera, wearing a gown
resplandant with turquolss and golden
spangies; diamonds, ralnbow-hued
from the playlng frelight, adorned
her bare neck and arma. His syes
passad by the splendors of bher ap-
parel and rested on the elfish beauty
of her face.

“Where have you been just now?™
she questionsd after he was seated.

“More wifely remonstrance!

Why,

sense becauss [ feal serious. You
don't lilke me when I'm serious™

“Ploase be nles,” she coaxsd, lsan-
ing toward bhim a littls and smiling
wistfull
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A wookr-d.

Gall sndeavored to be 1 of-
fended and to show Oroutt t she
was, Only—it (s hard to transmit
resentment whare there is none. AS
her husband he had oothing un-
forgivable. And to he wan
her huaband. And a most consider-
Baart ‘g to ‘sainowictas " e

sart ha
more than acknow! 13 w
warmly because of 'y A=
lclous thrille,

to a number of soclal affairs. He
was not Interestad, she 800D
learned. Bhe must keep him content-
ed with his life hers, was her expla-
nation to herself for studylng his
wishes. To this end she sat beaide
him and dld embroldery work while
he read to her, She took up horse-
back riding so that she could acocom~
pany him and Vance on thelr morn-
Ings' outings, Bhe resumed her musiec,
playing and singlong the ballads and
dittien that he and Vance llked. Hhe
was girlishly eager for Instruction,
often poring over a book till he laugh-
Ingly reprimanded her for ‘‘crame
ming' and took It from her hands
It was a clear, sunny day. Gall
wis In the conservatory. BShe had
& pair of dmbroldery aclssors and a
sliver fish fork. For a half hour she
had been busy snipping off Aying
lenves, loowening tha earth around
tha plants In boxes and rubs. Hhe

or?::n';:.‘og?:umhu E nﬁ u{
had

WAN not aure ehe wan doing the work
well Her face was flushad with
axortlon and anxlety over just which
lenven should ecome off and  Just
how  deeply she conld safealy  thruose
in tha fork. Bhe had never though!
abiont working with flowses—till ho
CAe Michasl, tha gurdensr ho|
nttended to all that, unalided
COircnitt stonld In ths deorwiy At
indulgent!y apmusad wmllo was o
Hps—shn was trylng aa hard and

ihom

pson

————

3

doing #0 poarly. He stepped for

¥ War
on the cement fMoor U-plll lumod?
Rcinmors and fork thrust behind her
With the guilty confusion of u ehild
caught in a misdemegnor,

YO Hor laugh rang out, *f

thought it was Michae!
Orcutt took tha fork from her hands,
Look,”” nhe onjolned, thrusting Is
Into the earth. ““Phis Is the way te
dig. Why didn't you ask me o show
)r‘u;l':" be smided. “Together we £
Bafely  romist  Michasl’
SR chasol's  wrath, I
Her eyes, smillng, yot some
wistful, upraised to his. v
I wam ashamed to, I have to sk

#0 many things. 1 don't aoem
kuow anything abolt—roal thlnﬁ."u
bmnﬂcnu[ht her hands in his, hie
Odiog exprossion giving w,
boyiah axeitament ¢ T
“Dear, lat's cut for the open
have a taste of real things,
As spring opans up let's Ket
wagon and two

and
As so0n
NLout horl:lcu‘ »

-
o
H
%
5
:

spring!—to lle oo a bank and lstes

L Y Furgle It w, to river!
And to bear the bl.rd:’in m early
aml ! And o smell the sarth!

et
Her mouth opencd
eatches of breath.
spring she had

amall of the earth!

of its Intoxicating
:!-th.-llduhld
or,
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ackson looked at har hand,

ran nimbly for the aseptic hu=
Orcutt turned the eold
watsr on at the faucet.

“Put your hand under this” sald
he quletly,

“Mammal*®
ran into the room, palpl-
tating with excltement. He looked
up at his father,

“Is It & blg hurt or a teeny one™
he questioned anxiously.

The footman, the parlor mald, an
upstairs girl, appeared ot the door.
Other steps camoe down the hall,

“Mamma has hurt her hand” sme
pinlned Vance in rising staconto

“And I soreamed very foolishly®
added Mra. Orcutt with & nod of GL-
missal,

Jackson appeared with the band-
ages. Jackson's fAngers were very
deft At this,

“l bandaged your hund onee, Mis.

tah George., when  vour mother
thought It was cut In two, My! but
she was n kcarsd woman that day!
Bhe ‘most faintcd before the doctor

got here™
Viaee walcael the performance
and questioned eagerly ahout each
move. Gall kept her evolids lowered.
Orcutt, atanding auietly to one alde,
perutintzed hor white,” shaken face,
It wos hivetepicos, was the regult of his

« voritations

(To Ne Continued,)
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